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Now a Mercedes car arrived, carrying half a dozen
soldiers. They unpacked a machine-gun and took up a
position on the pavement. Meanwhile the police had
broken into the club. But as they entered, their prey ap-
peared at a top-storey window. He looked behind him,
waved his arms to Heaven and threw himself down into
the street.

I had not imagined that a man could blot himself out
so noiselessly on cobblestones. The crowd hadn't time to
gasp.

A moment before there had been an exciting chase :
now a crumpled thing lay there, in gold epaulettes. The
machine-gunners packed up and the spectators melted
away.

" That makes one Turk the less," said George unfeel-
ingly. " He was one of the Sultan's aides-de-camp who
had quarrelled with Enver's gang, and they were deter-
mined to get him. It will be Enver's turn soon. You see ! "

It was not until I had passed a week of my equivocal
existence as Mademoiselle Josephine, taking brief strolls
at night amongst the graveyards, but avoiding the habi-
tations of man, that the White Lady was able to arrange
a meeting with Avaloff in the Petits Champs. We found
him in high spirits, drinking beer with his detective and
ogling the Periote world of fashion.

He rose and saluted us as we entered : the detective
politely took his glass away to a near-by table : the White
Lady introduced me : Avaloff kissed my glove without
batting an eyelid : we sat down together and ordered tea.

"Now you two can go ahead," said the White Lady, "I
must be back soon, to look after my great-aunts, but you
will be safe here with the Colonel for half an hour."